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dozen bumpers to a dozen beauties, and she that
floats to the top is the maid that has bewitched you. Care. Now then, Charles, be honest, and give us your
real favourite. Chas. Surf. Why, I have withheld her only in compassion
to you. If I toast her, you must give a round of her
peers, which is impossible - on earth. Care. Oh! then we'll find some canonized vestals or
heathen goddesses that will do, I warrant! Chas. Surf. Here then, bumpers, you rogues 1 bumpers!
Maria! Maria -First Gent. Maria who? Chas. Surf. Oh, damn the surname! - 'tis too formal to
be registered in Love's calendar - but now, Sir Toby,
beware, we must have beauty superlative. Care. Nay, never study, Sir Toby: we'll stand to the
toast, though your mistress should want an eye, and
you know you have a song will excuse you. Sir Tob. Egad, so I have! and I'll give him the song
instead of the lady.
Song
Here's to the maiden of bashful fifteen;
Here's to the widow of fifty; Here's to the flaunting extravagant quean,
And here's to the housewife that's thrifty.
Chorus.         Let the toast pass, -
Drink to the lass, I'll warrant she'll prove an excuse for a glass.
Here's to the charmer whose dimples we prize;
Now to the maid who has none, sir; Here's to the girl with a pair of blue eyes,
And here's to the nymph with but one, sir.
Chorus.        Let the toast pass, -
Drink to the lass, I'll warrant she'll prove an excuse for a glass.
Here's to the maid with a bosom of snow: Now to her that's as brown as a berry: